Her politeness to General Justo Is of the kind a sensitive man knows
to be insulting. He Is afraid of her, More lovable men than lie have
been afraid of Victoria; and that Is her tragedy.
I have stayed away from the elite as much as I could on tills
journey. I have declined to- lecture before smart organizations
whose members openly favoured Franco and who Invite me only
because 1 have become la mod:. But I go back to Li Plata to speak
on American literature before its Jockey Club. They've opened the
doors of their absurdly ornate building, ::oc: many students mingle
with the society members. After the leemre the students, out of
places linger in the vast haiL above and belov; ihe carved stairs.
I feel almost like a deserter when I allow myself. with my secretary,
to be spirited away into a little room where the Club's bosses,
sandwiches and bottles of Scotch avrait us. The Jockey Club in a
big Argentine city Is not only a social centre for the leaders: It is a
money-making institution. It runs the racing Hippodrome v/aere
the local mob comes every vreek to adore the horses and leave its
money. The ie^al betting is in its hands. Wherefore it has plenty
to spend on its "'cultural activities," which are lavish and earnest.
My lecture, for instance, has opened a series on modern literature,
art and the arcana of the latest science. Here In the smoky room*
the Scotch soon brings out the true gram; and 1 am a bit concerned
for the studious sensibilities of Frida5 the one girl present. She would
be more at home at a philological debate. Well, this too will be
part of her education. The men are high government functionaries,
judges, lawyers, rich estancieros. Under their elegance^ I feel their
crass will; under their courtesy, a bravado that must vaguely
point, far beyond their consciousness^ to a hate and a fear. I prefer
the class, as it is in my own country or in England: openly philistine
and illiterate. These men have a veneer of culture that is more
dangerous, because it is more than surface; the present has not
been able to destroy all the past of sensibility thai planted forests
on the pampa and made the country.
They urge Frida and me to stay to dinner; the table is set for us
and it is nine o'clock. I claim an engagement; and we hurry back
to Buenos Aires,
In a backhand sort of way, the Gordoban combined assault of
cold wave and cold theatre is helping me. My voice has never liilly
recovered; to conserve it, I am refusing to see a good many people
whom I should need to see if a good excuse were lacking. The
spare hours 1 give to my ancient delight: wandering around the
city.
Yesterday the sun was springlike again. I visited, alone5 La Boca5
the old port. Heres Buenos Aires becomes a Mediterranean town,
reminiscent of Marseille or Barcelona. And yet how different I
The kishness is less intense; less perpendicular the rhythm. The